THE    HONEYSUCKLE    AND    THE    BEE

We took them back to the Aquarium. There in
shallow tanks were "transients," dogfish and others
living in temporary amity, nothing of strife except when
the lobster near death was deliberately picked at the
joints by the giant crabs.

Aquariums. The Naples one. The Monte Carlo one,
out on the Prince's Rock. The New York one at Battery
Point, with the shoal of little moving moonbeams from
the Bermudas and that ghastly great Jew-fish with his
nose, who stared at me with bulging marble eyes. I was
with a girl. "I don't like your face," she said quietly
to the fish.

The fish either did not hear or did not care.

I laughed at the memory, and sank into a bottomless
sea of sleep.